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ME.MTONE, January 2(Jth, 1SS4.
but the warmth of friendship is 'better, so your letter gave vis what we wanted by taking us into your home circle. Thanks to friendship ail seems to be going well at home. We have sunned ourselves every day, but even light does not satisfy, when there are few objects of interest to be lightened by it. Sometimes I feel as if its strength were being wasted on the lives of those vrho swarm in these hotels, build villas, and. think every doubt answered by the assertion, (i 'You know we must live," . . , never having meditated on i; life/3 as Matthew Arnold says it behoves a man to do,
'Well, a visit here clears one's mind in showing that Kast Knd surroundings are the best and that there we do well to remain. M'ore and more I feel called to preach, the duty of a migration of the rich to dwell among the poor. There should be a kind of new Exodus. As I sit down for a chat 'with you, my mind .shies at its surroundings and goes to Whiteehapel. 1. a,in drawn by all that is going on there, and feel quite ready to take my share in the work. We hope to he back next week, and we shall see you on Thursday.
\Vhat a spell of life lies before us-.......-before yon the excitement of
a session of which you will be a part ; before us work upon, work. Our sowing has now to bring fruit and the liar vesting will be a matter of care. We shall see if Universities and great- towns can. be related, if the West will give to the JKast more than, recreative amusements. I am somewhat disappointed with the ministerial reply on dwellings: I don't think a new municipality will do everything. The state of Liverpool would shatter much hope. But talk is better than writing, and as talk, is near, good-bye. With, nincli love., I am,
Yours, 8.  A. ,!:>,
The following are extracts from Mr. Baroett'8 letiers lu his brother :
April 2§th, 1884.™—I should like to deliver my son! against the Government, which is a Government by rhetoric, not by reason. . , . The G.OJVL should retire. I believe he is getting like Lord
North, obstinately weak, arid I am. glad I never put him in rny gallery. . . , At the Grosvenor we met Rawnsley, who lias jitnt defeated the Railway in the Lakes. He looks rubicund and is full of life. He has written a poem on the pictures of two bright
girls.